CHAPTER   4

A  COLOURED  HANDKERCHIEF

I WAS astonished at what I saw in Prague, The people of this
small, isolated and beleaguered country, surrounded by enemies,
unable to count on any of their friends, living under the hourly
threat of a danger before which even the imagination quailed,
were unafraid, calm, in good spirits. They held their heads high.
A few days before, on the night of May 20th-2ist, Benesh and the
Government, fearing a lightning German swoop on the Austrian
model, had mobilized the army and manned the defences. Now,
at least, Czechoslovakia could not be taken by surprise. If the
Germans attacked they would find men waiting to resist them.
Czechoslovakia, if she perished, would perish fighting.

I was astounded by the spirit and tranquil resolution of the
Czechoslovaks in those early summer days, I admired them, but
I feared for them. They thought that, outnumbered ten or twelve
to one, they could resist for days or even weeks. After what I had
seen in Austria I did not believe it. They thought France, England
and Russia would come to their aid if they could hold out a little
while. After what I had seen of British policy in the five years since
Hitler came to power I did not believe it.

I thought they would be deserted at the last moment, and had
said so in Insanity Fair and in articles I wrote many months before.
Here was a little country faced by the imminent threat of brute
force, and British policy all over the world in recent years, in
China, in Abyssinia, in Spain, in Austria, had been to retreat
before the aggressors, even to help them to their successes, I did
not believe that this policy would be changed in the case of
Czechoslovakia. On the contrary, I thought that it would be
pursued even to the capitulation of England herself, and I think
you will see this,

So, once more, I walked about a great city feeling like the one-
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